FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
with his wig awry and half strangled by a purple scarf!
At Oxford, where he had won a first in English literature
(to his own great astonishment, he said), he was president of
the O.UD.S. and produced and acted in several plays.
Sitting on the steps of some little rustic sanctuary, our
feet tortured with blisters, we would discuss, say, Bernard
Shaw, till the mules overtook us; or perhaps the talent of
some actress, or the apparent decline of the theatre. Or I
would tease.
"You realize what the Lanchow authorities said? The
Ma YaNgans may proceed . . .* They saw at once that I was
the head of the expedition—you were the interpreter! It is I
who must decide everything. We shall therefore go and have
some of that mien that is simmering on the side of the road,
there, by that eating-house."
And he: "If you knew Asia as I know it you would wait
until the end of the march and had an appetite."
"You're a humbug/' I would answer. "If you knew Asia
so well, you wouldn't have blisters on your feet, like a child
just out of the nursery."
Though I liked the companionship and it had considerably
ameliorated the anxiety of our wait at Lanchow, it neverthe-
less deprived me of the greatest thrill the sense of discovery
had given me on previous journeys. I had lost the intense
joy, the intoxication, of blazing my own trail and the proud
sense of being able to get through alone, to which I had
become accustomed. Above all, a piece of Europe inevitably
accompanied us through the mere fact of our association.
That isolated us. I was no longer thousands of miles from
my own world. I was not submerged by, or integrated into,
Asia* Travelling in company, one does not learn the
language so quickly. The natives do not make their own of
you. You penetrate less deeply into the life about you.
Our last passage across the Yellow River, on a ferry filled
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